hihihi, it's my arbitrarily set DeviantArt birthday today, so as my gift to you guys I figured I should put something out. I was planning on making this a super long story but eh, I wanted to put something out and this is 5k words anyways. Enjoyyyy! 


------


I hated the big city. 


As someone from the Midwestern country, being in a place with a population of over 5,000 would've been a culture shock, let alone a population of over 500,000. But because of work I didn't have a choice. Baltimore it was. 


I never could sleep well in such a loud environment. I was used to the quiet country, or at least quiet in the sense of peace. The closest thing to irregular sounds were coyotes howling and I hadn't minded that since I was a kid. But gunshots, cars whipping past, and fights breaking out could happen any time of night. 


On one such night I decided to do something extremely misguided at best… Go for a walk. This was despite the fact that I was woken up by a barrage of gunfire, but in my half awake state I didn't realize the correlation. 


I guess I had remembered doing the same and feeling refreshed and ready for sleep at my parent's place before, so I assumed it'd have the same effect. Needless to say, it didn't. 


My walk began outside of my shitty apartment building, and led me nowhere in particular. Thirty minutes later I found myself somewhere I didn't recognize, in the middle of a dark alley. I had slipped deep into thought and I wasn't even paying attention to where I was going. 


I looked up and at my surroundings, but I saw nothing. Nothing, but not no one. There was a filthy looking homeless girl a few feet from me. She stared, probably assuming I was on something. I couldn't really blame her for that. 


"Uh, hey, do you by chance know how to get back to Baker?"


She lightly giggled. "Lost in the big city, hm? Don't worry, I can help you- BOUUURRRRP -out."


I winced as she belched directly in my face, clearly trying her best to fuck with me. It was working. "Eugh… Uh, thanks."


"In exchange for my help, how about you donate to my food fund? You, a good, strong, handsome, moral, boy, don't want a helpless, small, weak, cute girl like me out on the streets, do you?" 


I felt myself involuntarily blush at her compliments despite knowing she was obviously just kissing my ass. "...Yeah, that seems about fair." I foolishly pulled out my wallet. 


"How's… $50?"


"F-fifty!?"


"Fifty. Take it or leave it. You don't want me to *starve*, do you? What would your mama say?"


She made the right decision in asking what my mama would say. Because I knew exactly what it'd be. "You think the Lord wants a poor young woman like this out on the streets? She could be raped, murdered, or trafficked. Now give her your blessing and keep her in your prayers."


And hell, could I really argue with that? She was a pretty cute girl, although she was covered in grime and smelled terrible. The chances of something bad happening to her seemed to get stronger each day she remained out here. So I caved. 


"You've already got me all figured out, huh?" I pulled two $20's and a $10 out of my wallet and handed it to her. 


She laughed. "Just put it in the can behind me."


I walked behind her and knelt down, placing the bills in her can. My gullible self didn't realize her moving her butt closer to me as I did so. 


PRRRABBRBRBRRTT


She farted directly in my face. It smelled terrible, genuinely wretched, and I'd worked with farm animals all my life. It was clear that her diet was one of mostly dumpster expired food and cheap, shitty fast food, which compounded into a terrible stench reminiscent of what you'd get by drinking a never cleaned grease vat. 


"Oopsie, excuse me. I guess that dumpster sushi isn't sitting well with me, hm?"


"I-urk- guess not."


She giggled madly at my disgust and picked up her can. She proceeded to take me by my hand and start leading me back home. "So, you're obviously not from around here. What's your name?"


"...Yeah, I'm from Iowa. And I'm Ethan. You?"


"I'm Madison. Call me Maddie."


"...So why are you… Out here?"


"Well… It's kinda a long story, y'know? But my mom kicked me out at 18. Been out here a year. Shit REALLY sucks. I miss sleeping in a fucking bed."


I knew exactly what she was trying to do here. And as much as I knew she probably wasn't lying, it still wasn't going to work. "I'm… sorry to hear that."


"Yeah, everyone is. They never care enough to help though. …But anyway, why the fuck are you out here? And in this part of town no less."


"Work. Best job I could get was out here. I want to go to school, but I'm basically broke."


"I wanted to go to school once too, become a nurse. I'm literally broke though. My net worth is about $52 and an ounce of weed I got stashed away for a rainy day"


"Damn, I'm sorry…"


We both looked away from each other awkwardly. She stopped for a second and tensed up whilst I looked back at her with a confused look on my face.


PARBEBRBRBRBTBTRTTTTTT


"Oooh, yeeaah… That was fucking goood…"


I covered my nose and mouth with my shirt and kept on walking. She quickly caught up with me. "So how do you like it here?" She was still giggling as she spoke. 


"I hate it. I wish I was home every fucking second."


"Damn. I get that, honestly. My mom won't talk to me at all."


"...What'd you do?"


"I don't really even know. She's crazy. On meth or something now. I'm kinda glad though, I'd probably be hooked on something hard if not for her showing me how bad that shit is."


"Well that's a silver lining… I guess."


"Sure is. Suuure- BUUUORRP -is."


"So, uh, are we almost on Baker yet?" 


"We've been on Baker for 5 minutes, dummy."


"O-oh. Shit. Right. Well thanks for bringing me here. I hope you end up back on your feet."


"...I got a little favor to ask."


"You aren't staying. I'm sorry."


"Aw- but, c'mon! Just for a few days? Pretty please?"


"No. I'm sorry." She was obviously more desperate this time than before. She held the leverage before, but now I did. 


"I'll… um… fuck."


"Look, I'm sorry about your mom. But I can't just let a total stranger live with me. That'd be insane."


"Well… uh…" she desperately reached back into her bag of tricks. "What would your mama say..?"


She seemed a lot less confident in her question this time. But it also made me remember something. Something important. My mom was coming to visit tomorrow. At least assuming it was past 12 AM. 


My mom never asked me for much. I had to do my chores, and I had to get passing grades, but aside from that not much. Except for one thing. She REALLY wanted grandkids. She could only ever have me, but they loved children. She'd even implied that if I went and knocked up a girl and she kept the baby she'd take care of it no questions asked. 


Now obviously I wasn't going to get her pregnant, tonight or ever, but I had never had a girlfriend before. So if I introduced her as my girlfriend it'd at least convince her that I wasn't gay which she'd also implied at many different points… Including when she called yesterday. 


This was a perfect out for me, if she was well behaved they'd commend me for waiting until a good girl came along, and if she was poorly behaved they'd understand why I was waiting so long to get into a relationship. 


"Come on. But I have… conditions."


"God dammit, I'm not being anyone's sex slave. I'm a domme too"


"No, Jesus Christ, not that. Just come on if you're gonna. I'll explain when we're inside."


"Ok."


I brought her inside, and she looked incredibly pleased. We walked up to my apartment and she seemed legitimately awed by it despite it's shittiness. 


"So, uh, this is it."


"It's nice. Is there like, a shower in here?"


"Yeah, down the hall to the right. I'll explain when you're done."


She went into the shower and I waited in my living room. Around 10 minutes later she came out, and I had to admit she cleaned up WELL. 


"Do you have any clothes I can wear? These ones suck ass."


I had anticipated this, so I tossed her a pair of my sweats and a t-shirt that was small on me. 


"This good?"


"Yeah, should work perfectly."


She, for whatever reason, decided to strip in front of me. "So why are you letting me stay here? You have some ulterior motive, I'm sure."


I looked away from her nude body. "Well… My mom is coming on Sunday. If you pretend to be my girlfriend, I'll let you stay for a few weeks."


"...Is this a really roundabout way of trying to date me, oorrr?"


"No, it's, my mom always rides my ass about never giving her grandkids and that bullshit. Problem is I've never had a girlfriend so she thinks I'm gay."


"Ooohh, I see. You're cute enough… How've you never had a girlfriend? Are you some kinda freak?"


"No, I've just never really tried I guess. Never really bothered me much. I'll find someone eventually… But this'll get her off my ass for at least a year… I hope."


"Hm. Ok. You've got a deal. How do you want me to act? I can be super lovey dovey, or I can be a huge bitch, or I can be really polite and proper, or I can be a slob, or I can-"


"Do whatever you want. I don't really care what they think of you as long as they think you're my girlfriend." 


"Got it. Hey, you think these pants make my ass look small?" She planted her butt on my face and started giggling. 


PARABBRBRBRBRBRBRRBTBTTTT


God her farts were fucking wretched. I could seriously taste this one too, although exactly the smell was hard to pin down. 


"Jesus! The fuck was that for?"


"Oopsie, excuse me 'babe'." She started laughing at her own joke. 


"Do you really have to keep doing that?"


"Do I have to? No. I want to. I'm sleepy but I want to eat first. Where's the kitchen?"


"...Directly in front of us..?"


"Oh. Right."


She walked into the kitchen and popped open the fridge, immediately grabbing a jug of milk and starting to chug it. "H-hey! Use a cup!"


She briefly stopped. "W-BHUUURP- why?" The chugging resumed before I could answer. 


"Because it's- um.. Unsanitary!"


She stopped again. "I don't- BUUURRHHPP- give a fuck. Oh- hahaha I'm lactose intolerant as- BUURRAPP -fuck too."


"Can you not drink milk then!?"


She didn't even bother to stop drinking this time, just giving me the finger. I finally realized the futility of the situation and went to bed. I fell asleep almost immediately, but I was woken up soon after by Maddie. 


"Um, what're you doing?"


"What the- I'm fucking sleeping..?"


"I want the bed. You can sleep on the couch. I scratch your back, you scratch mine. Hey, speaking of, want to give me a backrub?"


"Jesus Christ… Have the bed. And I'm not giving you a backrub."


"Thanks soooo much, boyfriend."


Her mocking tone made me want to throw a punch, but even if I was dumb enough to do that I was too tired. She stripped off her clothes and made a point of grinding her ass into my sheets. 


BRBAAABBEBRBRBRRRRRTTT


"Mmmh, excuse me. Now go to bed- UUARRAHHPPH -you pervert."


I didn't even bother protesting. I was definitely buying new sheets when this was over.


I went back into my kitchen/living room, and to my extreme annoyance (but not my surprise) half of the food in my apartment was either eaten, or half eaten. In fairness to her, she was homeless so she was probably starving, but this was kinda ridiculous. 


I was too tired to deal with this. The couch it was. And before long I was asleep again. I woke up the next day to a TERRIBLE stench. It didn't take long to figure out what it was. 


I walked off the couch and into my room, where it felt like I was being hit with a literal wall of stench. "J-jesus! Maddie, the fuck!?"


"Oof, it's a little strong huh? I drank like two gallons of milk last night hehe."


"We're gonna have to get this place fucking fumigated- UGH!"


"Aw, don't be such a little bitch about it. It's just a little smell. Anyways, my farts don't linger that much. By tomorrow the smell should only be faint."


"...Jesus Christ. Well… Oh my god that is bad… Why don't you take a shower, then we'll grab breakfast… If you left anything… And then we'll head to the store to get you some new clothes. I don't want my mom thinking we live together or god forbid that we're fucking, got it?"


"R-really? You'd buy me clothes even after I've been such a bitch to you?"


"I'm doing it more for myself than you, but yeah."


"Damn, I gotta remember not to stop being a bitch then.."


"God damnit, that's not the point. Now go shower. And for the love of God, wait until we're outside to fart more."


"You got it boss."


I went to go survey the damage to my pantry as I thought about how I was going to have to burn everything in my entire room. But then my mom called. 


"H-hey mom!"


"Don't forget I'm on my way to your apartment right now. I expect it to be at least passably clean."


"Um-Yes! I think you'll love what I did with the place!"


"Good. It wasn't any better than your uncle's shack last time I was down there."


"Hahaha… Well, hey, I have a little surprise for you."


"...You're gay?"


"Nope. The opposite actually. I'm going to have my lovely girlfriend over for you to meet her. I think you two are going to feel like mother and daughter the second you meet." In truth, I felt the exact opposite. Maddie was irreverent, crass, rude, and loud. 


My mother was devoutly religious, respectful, judgemental, and, well, also quite loud. "W-.. Really? Aww, that's my boy. I always knew you were just waiting for the right girl. I know your father would be just as proud as me. You know how much he always wanted grandkids. Well, I wouldn't want you to spoil the surprise any more than you already have, and I'm sure you have a delicious breakfast that she prepared for you ready and waiting right now. So I'll let you go. Bye, love you!"


"Goodbye mom! Love you too!"


I felt really conflicted. I hadn't heard my mom this happy since my dad was alive, but I was lying to her, and she hated liars. But I put it out of my mind for the time being. Maddie had at least left some breakfast stuff so I set to work making it. 


"Hey, you got breakfast ready yet?"


"Gimme… 10? Aw, c'mon, do you really have to wear a different set of my clothes?"


"I don't have to, but these ones are way comfier, and I'm keeping them."


"Aw, c'mon those are my favorites!"


"Ok, I guess you can have them back." She started taking off the shirt, but stopped in the middle and bit her bottom lip. 


PABRBABRBRBTBTBTBTBTBT


GOD she did not smell any better than before. Fuck the pants. "Ok, here's the shirt. Now I'll give you the pants."


"...Just fucking keep them. And holy shit do you need a new bra, I can see like 60% of your boobs."


"Well I guess it's a good think you'll be buying me a few pairs, hm? Now what's for breakfast?"


"Y'know, thanking me once for anything would be nice."


"Have you thanked me for helping you yet?"


"...Touché."


"Mhm. But yeah, to be real for a sec, thanks a lot. This means a lot to me."


"And thanks for helping me get my mom off my ass."


"No problem. Now c'mon, what's for breakfast?"


"I made eggs and pancakes. Sit down, food's already on the table."


"HAHAHAHAHAHA!"


"...huh?"


"You- you made me- you really- after last night I- HAHAHAH!"


"Just eat your fucking food."


"Your- PFFHAHAHAHA -Your funeral."


"...Is there something I'm not understanding here?"


"N-no.. I'll eat now."


It took me a few more minutes before I realized what was so funny to her. I had just fed her like 5 eggs plus however many were in her pancakes. Great. Now I had to deal with sulfur gas and sour milk gas. I guess I really wasn't getting those pants back. 


In a few more minutes we were both done, and thankfully Maddie looked satisfied. "Oooh… Yeah… Thanks for the food. Let's go shopping now."


"Alright. There's a bus stop a few blocks away. We'll use that. Is there any brand you particularly want? I'm not working with a ton of money here."


"Hmm… Wherever you want to take me. I haven't even had the cash to go to thrift stores so if you want to let me basically buy a whole wardrobe from one instead of a single nice outfit that's fine."


This seemed more than reasonable to me. "Good idea. I know a nice thrift store just a mile-ish away."


At least she was being reasonable about the clothes? That was… A plus. We started on our walk to the bus stop, and before we knew we were there. "So, how long's it been since you slept in a bed?"


"Haven't slept on one since I got on the streets, not counting last night."


"...Damn. Well, uh, I hope you slept better than usual then."


"Yeah, I did. Thanks. O-oh… Fuck, those eggs are already-"


prrafffbrrrt


"Mm.. God, that's gonna be a lot stronger later…"


"Ugh… Thank god the bus is coming."


"Why, you wanna be hotboxed instead of being gassed outside? Your funeral, I guess."


"Can you ever at least try to hold it?"


"I could, but I don't want to. You really want your girlfriend to suffer?"


"Jesus fucking Christ… Just- I'm not sitting by you."


"So you want me to gas a poor, innocent civilian?"


"I'm not innocent!?"


"Nah, you fed me eggs. You're even more guilty than me. Coulda just given me oatmeal y'know."


Note to self, only feed her bland stuff from now on. Chicken with rice for dinner it was. "Fuck you." I was… Sort of joking, but the situation really did piss me off. The bus came and we both got on as I wondered why I thought this was a better idea than just walking the mile and a half to the thrift store. 


"Mmm, babe can you rub my tummy? I'm feeling gassy…"


This really got me angry. She had said it purposely extremely loud, alerting almost the entire bus. "No, we can wait until we get home… Babe."


"Oh… I'm sorry for asking. I know how you feel about me doing that… How angry you get. It's just, these pregnancy cravings always give me horrible gas… But I guess I can just suffer through for another 2 hours until we're home…"


She said this equally as loud, turning the annoyed onlookers to sympathetic ones. A guy a few rows behind us spoke up. "Aw, just rub her belly you piece-a shit! How'd you like to be pregnant! Gawd, 'men' these days! Y'know, my fatha,-" 


His wife calmed him down, and as people continued to stare I didn't see a choice but to suck it up, swallow my pride, and rub the farts out of her stomach. "So this is what I get for being nice to you, huh?" 


She shrugged. "When a girl wants a tummy rub, she gets one. That's an ancient proverb you should remember. Now start rubbing unless you want a bigger scene. We should be there in only a few minutes, right?"


I grumbled under my breath and reluctantly started kneading her stomach. I could feel the icy stares begin to thaw, and eventually all returned to normal. She seemed satisfied with her back rub, but before long I realized she had lifted up her left thigh. I knew what this meant. 


prrafftttttABBRBRBBTTBTT


I was relieved for a second. It seemed like she might've at least managed a silent one. But my luck is never that good. Everyone once again looked, although this time they knew the situation. (or at least they thought they did) so nobody really looked angry… If that was any consolation.) 


Her gas still smelled awful, and it seemed to be getting worse. I continued rubbing, not wanting to cause another scene. She seemed satisfied with me, though I didn't really care. 


"Hey, you carry a comb thing in your wallet right? I want to brush my hair a little bit."


"...How did you know that?"


"You really think a homeless girl isn't scoping your wallet? Just gimme the comb."


"Uh… okay." 


I handed over the comb, and while I was confused because she brushed her hair this morning, I chalked it up to being a gi thing. She combed her hair and a few minutes later we were at our stop. As we walked off the bus, Maddie very intentionally dropped the comb. I knew exactly what she was doing. 


PATBABBRNRBRBRBRBRBTBTBTBTTTRRBRBBTBRBRBTT


She ripped a MASSIVE fart right at the front of the bus, and although I took the brunt force of the blast, it probably smelled awful from even the back of the bus. I hurried her out of the bus before she could reoffend. 


"Jesus, Maddie, that was AWFUL."


"Umf.. Yeah, gonna have to agree with you there. Those eggs are ripping through my gut."


"Let's just go in the store."


That we did. I waited on my phone around the register, figuring she would just find me after she picked out her clothes. And… she sort of did that. 


"I got a whole cart of stuff I like, come help me try it on."


"...What do you need help with?"


"You have to tell me what looks good. Now c'mon."


After the belly rub thing, I didn't see the point in arguing. Mistreated pregnant wife was a damn good way to get me to do what she wanted. We got into the cramped changing room, and she began trying on clothes. 


They weren't anything special, but they were nice enough and (thank god) modest enough. My mom needed to think that she was a Christian too. She'd give me shit about it forever if she knew I was dating a non-religious girl. 


"Hey, are, uh, are you a Christian?"


"Oh. Umm… I guess? I think God is probably real. I don't really think about it much. Hey, after this can we go buy some bras and panties? Unless you want to keep seeing me naked that is."


"Yeah, there's a drug store a few minutes walk from here. They'll probably have something for you."


"Thanks. Hey, but about religion, why do you ask? You religious?"


"Ehh.. Kinda. Mainly my mom. So if you could do a few christian-y things I'd really appreciate it."


"Oh, yeah, no problem. Hey, you wanna help me pull these pants up? I want something that's gonna be snug on my ass."


"Uh.. Okay..?"


I knelt down, level with her ass. She had pulled a pair of jeans which were way too small on her up to her thighs, and I was given the momentous task of pulling them up. They did not want to budge. 


"Keep pulling… Keee-eeep pulling.."


PABRBABRBRBTBTBTBTBTBT TBTTBT TBRBTBT TBRBTBTBTBT 


I don't know how I didn't see it coming. She was hysterically laughing as she launched a volley of gas directly into my face. It was starting to smell even worse; the eggs were definitely making their way down her digestive tract. 


"Whoof, nevermind, I think I'll put these back. Thanks for helping anyways, though. I think I basically have everything I need, let's check out."


I rushed out of the changing room, thankfully out of the hotbox. Now it was checkout time, and again in a stroke of luck I was only down $34 after buying her an entire wardrobe. The cashier handed me the bag and we exited the store.


"Are you happy with what you got?"


"Mhm. Nice little store. So about your mom, why do you care if she thinks you have a girlfriend? Fuck, why not just find a real one? You're pretty cute."


"I dunno. Never found one I liked. My mom just busts my ass all the time and I'm pretty tired of it. If she thinks I have a girlfriend she'll calm down about it a little. Simple as."


"Hm. Makes sense I guess. You must really want to please my mom if you're willing to put up with me. But I guess that's why I'm fucking with you, just because I can."


"Wow, great to hear. You're so gracious. And what's up with the fart thing anyway? Doesn't that get old?"


"Nah. Never does. It's honestly funnier every time I do it."


"Yeah. Just hilarious. I'm sure my mom will think so too."


"Same, honestly. It's pretty fucking funny if you're not the one getting blasted."


"I'm rolling on the floor. Drug store's right over there. Go get the shit you want, here's $10."


I waited outside, and a few minutes later she came out with a grocery bag with a few items. "Find what you were looking for?"


"Mhm, I also grabbed some chocolate, want any?"


"Nah. Why don't we go get lunch, it's like 12:45. Anything you want?"


"Aren't you supposed to be broke? But yeah, I want a big ass burger."


"I am broke. But my mom isn't. Not close. I don't like hitting her up for money but she'll probably insist. I'll probably be a few grand richer by the end of the day tomorrow. If she likes you, you probably will be too."


"...Damn, really!? That'd be like, life changing cash. -Hold on-"


PABRBRBBTBRBTTTTBRT


"Aw fuck yeah… Anyway, yeah, life changing cash. How's your mom rich anyway?"


"It was my dad who was rich. He was a lawyer. Died a few years ago. That's a lot of the reason why I feel so guilty about not having any girlfriend or especially kids. He never got to have that, and y'know it's supposed to be like your best life milestone since the birth of your own kids."


"Shit, I'm sorry. My dad was a bum. Never met him. Hope I never do."


"That sucks too. Well at least I have one good parent, I guess."


"Hah. Fair enough. This is getting depressing, so let me ask you something totally different. Where's the biggest burger a girl can get around here?"


"We're already on our way. Few more minutes and we'll be there. What's your favorite food?"


"Definitely burgers. Especially huge, juicy, cheesy ones. You?"


"Well you're in luck, the burgers at this place I'm taking you are killer. And I dunno, maybe-"


BARABRBRBRBRBTT


"-Suddenly I'm losing my appetite… But, uh, I love a good bratwurst."


"Mm, me too. Is this the place right here?"


"Yeah, sure is. Smells good, right?"


Maddie ran into the store as I walked, and by the time I'd gotten to the table her order was already placed. "What'd you get?"


"I got two of those huge double cheeseburger things, but I got them both triple stacked and with like a fuckton of cheese."


"...I'm gonna get a salad, come to think of it."


We both got our food shortly after, and the waitress looked some mix of disturbed and envious at Maddie. She tore through her food like an animal, leaving her incredibly greasy and covered in melted cheese and sauce. 


Around 20 minutes later, we were out of the restaurant. "Well, I think you need a shower, and I need a nap. How about we go home?"


"Sounds- HURRRAPPPP -good to me. I gotta drop the nastiest shit ever too, hope you stay awake long enough to unclog the toilet again."


We walked the entire length back to my house, and although the looks we got when Maddie ripped ass were dirty, they were nowhere near as bad as what we got on the bus earlier. 


The smell had cleared out significantly since we'd left, but Maddie was also definitely going to make it worse. Tomorrow was going to be a long day…